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warfare, and the atomic scientists will be able to
produce that, I dare say, with their artificial rain."

He snuffled painfully.

" It is our snobbery, our exclusive clubs, our Gezira
way of life which have partially caused the trouble of
treaty revision. Our policy should be one of friendship
not of control. I've spent my life saying it/'

V

" When you're in Jerusalem," General Paget had said
to me, " there's a chap you ought to meet. His name's
Altounyan."

" I'm staying with him, sir," I said.

In the dining-room the picture was still hanging in
the same place. Dora Altounyan had painted it on a
winter morning in their house in Aleppo; it was a view
from a window of the Moslem cemetery, covered with
snow and glittering in the early sunshine. You could feel
the crisp, sharp air and the radiance of the white light.

" That picture's been in my head for three years," I
said.

" Come on or you'll be late for the midnight Mass,"
she replied.

We left at half-past ten. Strings of lorries in convoy
crawled along the road from Jerusalem to Bethlehem.
Every army vehicle in the Middle East seemed to be on
the road that night. Closer to Bethlehem, lorries and
cars and trucks were parked nose to tail on the side of
the narrow road. At times the whole stream of traffic
was stopped, and troops poured out of every vehicle
and began walking along the road; friends bunched